1x6                A DIGIT OF THE MOON:

infinite variety of thy thousand-rayed loveliness.
Thou art Mrigal6chana*, for thine eyes are lustrous
and frightened like the antelope's; and Nilanalinf,
for thy dark hair is like a pool for the lotuses of
thine eyes; and Madanalilalolatd, for those eyes
dance with the tremulous light of love; and Sha-
shile'kha, for thou art fair and fragile as a digit of
the moon; and Bujalata*, for thy arms are curved
and cling like creepers ; and Kusumayashtf, for thy
body is straight and slender like the stalk of a
flower; and Kambukanthf, for thy neck is like a
shell; and Rajanfchdya", for the sheen of thy beauty
is like that of the night; and LaVanyamtirtf, for
thou art the very incarnation of the perfection of
loveliness: and Mandharinf, for thou ravishest my
soul; and Madalahari, for thou art a wave of the
sea of intoxication; and Alipriya, for the bees
resort to the honey of thy lips, mistaking them for
a flower; and Wajrasuchi, for thy intellect is like
a diamond needle: and Hemakumbhinf, for thy
bosom resembles a pair of golden gourds; and
Pulina*kritf, for the curves of thy hips are like the
swell of a river bank; and NanaViipinf, for thy
beauty is infinite; and Bhriikutichala, for the play
of thy brows is like the lightning in the clouds; and
yet all these names are powerless to paint thy